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THE POET AND THE BABY, r

- #low's -‘;—E“ to write & sonnet, ean you

Elow's he golng to weave the dim poetle
spell—

. When a-toddling on the floor
In the muse he must adore,
this muse he loves, not winely, but
! too well,

MNow to write a wonnet, overyone nllows,
must nlways be as qulet us 4 mouse,
But to write one seems to me
Quite superfiuous to be,
you've got a little sonnet In the
| bw.e-

Just a dainty llttle posm, true ind fine,

L s full of love and lite In every line,
Barnest, delicate and sweet,
Altogether so complete

That I wonder what's the use of writing
mine,
—Paul Laurence Dunbar,
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,QT IS morning. The rislng sun

Just tops the crest of that por-
tlon of the Appalachian chain
of mountaing between the northern and
mouthern boundaries of the State of
Eentucky, tinglng Its peaks and crags
with a grayish vagueness. From every
ravine and gorge huge clouds of smoke-
fike mist arlse, assuming wondrously
wdd and fantastic forms in the uncer-
fain light. The stillness engendered by
“the natural environments and the time
of day Is unbroken save now and then
by the far-off bay of a foxhound float-
dng falntly from some mountalneer's
«cabin, or the whistle of a dove's wings
|s it flles swiftly by to the sedge flelds.
The sun elimbs higher, and consclons
of Its might, drives back to earth the
qguenching mists. The rear gunrd
mhadows of the night are mysteriously
disappearing The simoke of numerons
cabin chlimneys can now Dbe distin-
gulshed rising In ecurling columns of
iblue. Along the rutty clay road, or
Father mountain path, and hugglng the
wormenten rall fence for safety m red
fox slinks under cover of the alder
bushes, his whiskers and brush brist-
iing with pendant drops of early morn-
ing dew. A mother quall and her
drood, that have been pluming their
feathers on a topmost rall, with an
aftrighteéd whirr fiy to cover.
1 Presently o soldler In his unlform
comes galloping furlously down the
road; he passes at full speed; the sonnd
of hix steed’s hoof beats grow fainter,
and silence for a few minutes again
Telgns, only to be broken by s dozen or
more men In uniforms of the other side,
break cover and also come down
road like mad; thelr horses reeking
with sweat and blood. The first man,
&.:.'her down where the road forks, has
ed to the right; these others take
the left-hand branch. In a few mo-
ments shots are heard, and presently
a horse, the one ridden by the first
man, comes galloping back to be met
and caught by a slim, dark-eyed moun-
dain girl, who comes saoddenly out of
the bushes from somewhere. She
stands there holdlng the bridle relns in
Ser right hand; the left is pressed hard
against her heart as If to ward off an
unseen blow., Her eyes stony In thelr
dntensity, look off far up the valley to
a break in the mountaing, where God's
®ood morning displays its  brightest
rays. Her gaze finally turns slowly to
the pursuers, who at sound of the shots
have ridden back to the forks, and
catching sight of the girl and the horse
comes excitedly up the road toward
her,
¢ “'Bob Jordan's darter,” says ome of
them.

“Jes' ea I thought,” laconleally replies
‘he, who sppears to be in command.
*“The pesky critter "s got warnin' frum
sum'era, or he'd bla'r gone fawn skin
afore now. Whut alr you adoin' heah
at this time o' day ¥’ he demands of her,
¥or the first time the girl seems to take
full notice of thelr presence.

“Did ye heah whut I sed?' he de-
mandy more commandingly,

“I'd ke to know whut consarn that
is uv your'n? she replies, turnlng to
2im deflantly.

“Aln't er body got n good right ter go
whar they please "thout bein' stopped
4n ther road and pestered ter death
*bout hit by er lot ov blg, cowardly
men? Bf you alr erbliged ter know
tho', I'm er golng down to Bob Black.
more's to bep his mother, She alr slek
in bed, an’ hepless,”

“Did ye mean ter ride Bob's hoss
down thar? I ’low ef my eyesight
aln't er fallin' me, that that alr Is his
critter.  Whar's Bob now?' he con-
Alnued coaxingly. .

“I don't know nuthin' 'bout him. Bt
you'uns want ter find blm, you'd bet-
ter look fer him."

“Whard you git his critter, then?"
breaks in one Impatiently,

“l stopped bhim in ther road, right
heah, es I come from down ther path
thar. The critter wuz comin' lopin’
wp, when I run out an’ headed him ofr."

After parleying a few moments, the
spokesman agiin turns to her,

“We'nns thluk thet more'n lkely ye
wus tellin' ther truth jest now,” hLe
wentures, “Spechully es ye alr a mem-
Ler uv ther church, and your daddy
mvuz, too, an' er elder besides. Bissy,"
he lnalpuntes, “nobody ever heerd tell
uy your tellin® no lle afore. Which way
did yo say ther critter wuz kummin'
frum?' Bbe looks hlm steadily In the
face.

“That way,"” she says, Indleating with
& Wave of her hand the opposite direc-
tlon. *“Ther Lord fergive me,” she
anentally pleaded, *fer tellin® ur lle fer
him"

“T'het won't do, Blesy. We'nns jes
kum thet alr way ourselves, right after
him. We'uns had better look fer him
right er-round heah, I reckin, I hear

whar thar's enny petticoats er-round
Bob Blackmore ain't fur er-way."

“You better look out fer yerself,” she
scornfully replies, “He'un s mighty
huandy with his weeplos, and with his
fists, too. 1 reckin you know thet, too,
don't you, Jim Wooten? I hay heerd
tell thet you an' him bad er fght ter
wunce, an' Hob didn't kum out no little
end uy ther horn, netther.”

“We'uns will fix all thet thar ef we
ever git our han's on ther on'ry, good-
fer-nuthin' scoundrel ergin.  He'uns
aln't fitten ter lve noways."

“He's er sight mo' fitten than yon
alrn™ she breaks tn hotly, “He's allus
bln er hard-workin', sober man, an'
tukeén keer uy his mammy; sumpin you
never done. ‘Sldes thet, he's er gentle-
mnan, an' allus minded his own busl-
ness, Do you'uns enll this walhi" she
detnnds with rlsing vebemence. "Too
cowardly ter go way frum home an’
fight yerselves, but lay round heab an’
take everything ennybody’s got left
An' soon's somebody—that's Hob
Blackmore—who's fightin' fer his slde
heahs his maw's glok, an' slips off ter
knm an' see her, ter houn' him like ér
dog an' try ter kil him. HIit's jes cause
he's better'n you alr.)'

The faint winding of n horn down the
road arrests thelr attention, and hur-
riedly mounting thelr horses they ride
off, one calllng back to her:

“We've got him, Siasy. Thet's Tom
Winburn., I tole him ter kum up ther
road, so's to head him off an’ meet
we'uns heah.”

The pursuers proceeded down the
right-hand road beyond the forks, from
whence the shota seemed to have come,
where the rond makes a sudden dip into
a dry ravine, Down there a man lles
still in death, his cheek pressed heavily
agninst the delicate ferns that grow
lnxurianty out of the cool shadows,
The trees meeting overhead almost ex-
eclude the light, but now and then a
recreant bough, straying from its place
through bidding of the gentle morning
breeze, lets In o feeble ray of sunshine
that touches ap the dead man's face
with a pallid coloring. The nodding
ferns caress his pale cheek In yain
The morning songsters slng thelr lays
to unhearing ears. The plunes and hem-
locks mingling thelr follage with the
poplars, and bowing thelr good morn-
ings to the beeches and young hick-
orlea, sough in vain to arouse or soothe
the sleeper. He will pever ngnin take
cognizance of earthly things, nor inhale
the beauty and vitality of his native
mountalns—his spirit has gone before
the last tribonal. A round hole In the
center of his forehead shows where
the messenger of death has entered,
bringing Its fpevitable summons, His
slouch hat lles where It bas fallen a few
feet away, his right hand still clutehes
a pistol, his finger within the guard and
grasping the trigger, His garb Is the
same as they wear who find him,

He bad sought unfairly to take hu-
man life, and with his own had pald
the penalty, Coming from farther
down the mountaln to meet his com-
rades and seelng the fugitive he had
ridden aside into the ravine, intending
to slny him unawares as he passed.
But he had &een the Interceptor, and
was prepared, and as the other fired at
him going by bie too had fired lo return,
and slew him. It was but a moment's
work to exchange his steed for the
fresher one of the dead mun and ride
furlously forward again. The horse
deserted, frightened at the realizgation

“of something wrong and scared nt sight

of the dead man, gallops back to be
met and cavght by the girl

But now, heartbroken, overwhelmed
and frightened at sight of the Inanl-
mate body they shortly bring up the
rond townrd her she flees stricken and
crushed, thinking it to be the other
one. And thus It is for days and long
weary days, until by chiance she learns
the truth.

The war's over. Another bright
morning. A man rides lelsurely up the
road; where It forks he catches sight
of a woman's form sitting on a fallen
tree, where she bas evidently stopped
to rest,

“Mawnin', Mlss Sissy,"” he says. At
the sound of her name the girl looks
up quickly, and then as quickly down
again, a flush surwounting bher usually
colorless cheecks,

“Mawnin’, Bob"™ she quletly re
sponds, “We ‘lowed up ter our house
ea how maybe you'uns had forgot us,
How's your maw?" quickly changing
the subject.

“Hit did look bad in my not erkum-
min' ter see you all afore now,"” he pe-
jolns, ignoring the last question. “But
I bad ter kinder stralghten up around
home a bit afore I got out wuch.”

“I thaut you wuz killed wunce, Bob,”
she venturea by way of further con-
versation. Instantly he dismounts,
leaving his horse standing in the road,
and goes up and sits down beside her.

“Why did you'uns think that? he
usks,

“I wuz ergoin’ down ter your maw's
an' stopped your eritter In the road up
thar that time, an' then they brought
be'un that wur killed, an'—an'—" ghe
could go no further at recollection of
Ler misery.

“An' did you keer, Siasy? he asks,
leaning eagerly forward,

“You warn't dead,” she protests,

“Well, then uy ther fa¢' that you
thaut I woz dead?

Ehe apswera him nothing. A few dry
leaves futter (o the autumn alr and
fall at thelr feet. A wild grape vine
nods its approval and swings In the
breeze, and the branches of the trees
overhend rustle with the gambols of »

oung fox squirrel. A flame-crested
woodpecker flles 1o a dead pine and be-
glos plugging unmolestedly away. He
puts his arm around her and draws her
to him,

“Who writ that thar note, then, Sissy,
that wus shoved pnder ther door that
night ter warn me? You will tell me
that, won't ye? An' who tuck keer of
my mammy when she wus siek? Blusy,

#ell,” hie sald for the girl's benefit, “thet | honey”—the arm draws tighter—"won't

[¥ou marry me? Bho hides her face

agalnst hils Lreast.

“You alr shore good at axin’ ques- |

tlons, Bob," she says, “an’ I love ye."'—
Loulsville Times.

INHERITED DISEASES,

Ciare May Prevent Tranamission from
Parent to Child,

The question of heredity, or the trans-
misslon of certaln mentul tralts or
physicil charpcteristies (rom  parenis
to chlldren, Is one thiat has been much
studied, but of which as yet too lttle
1# kuown, Formerly the luberiinnce of
disense was belleved in lmpllcitly, by
physiclans as woll as by laywen, #nd
the list of maladivs to which ¢hildren
were supposed to be klmost lnevitalily
condemued by the accident of  birth
wis a very long one,

Among these hereditory  diseases
were reckoned consuamption nod serof:
uln, leprosy, gout, rheumatism, golire,
cancer, Insanity, epllepsy and  many
other nervous affections. As we lenrn
more about these muladies, however,
ope after apother of them 8 removed
wholly or In part from this cntegory
and placed among the acgquired dis
enses,

Undouobtedly some disenses ave really
mberited, but thele nowber I8 coertaloly
not lurge, Many diseases run In fam-
Iles, but are pot on that actount DECYs.
sarily hereditary,

Consumption, for example, was only
recently regardeéd as one of the most
surely inherited disenses, and Is still
believed by many to be so, But we
now konow that it is a germ disease,
which, while not “eatching” In the or-
dinary sense of the word, Is readily
transmitted from the slek to the well
when the Invalid Is eareless In his hab-
Its, especially as regards expectorntion,
It Is also acguired more readily Dby
those of delicate constitution thuan by
the robust.

The children of consumptive parents
are #eldom robust, and so are predis-
posed to any of the germ diseases, and
living constantly in a house where the
germns of consumption are necessarily
abundant, they are very likely to be-
come vietlms of that disease,

This Is an lmportant fact. It teaches
us that sloce, as a rule, only the pre-
disposition to the family disense Is Iu-
herited, and not the disease ltself, the
chances of the younger generation's
escaping, If proper care Is used, are
very great.

The bringing up of a child In a con-
sumptive famlly sbould be of a special-
ly hygienle character, The best of
foods, of fresh alr and sunlight, not too
much study, long hours of sleep In a
well-ventilated room and, as far as
possible, avoldance of exposure to the
contagion of the family malady—these
are the weapons by which the mallgn
influence of Inherited weakness of con-
stitution may be overcome and many
precious llves saved.—Youtl's Com-
panlon,

DRY CLIMATE OF THE ARCTIC.

Wonnds Fometimes Heal Rapidly in
It—Meats Do Not Become Putrid,

partment a report made by Dr, Rowitz,
the physiclan of the German Flaberles
Soclety, who spent four months in the
Arctic last year, on some elimatic con-
ditlons of that region. He made some
Interesting dlgcoveries concerning the
putrefaction processes and the Lealing
of wounds, HIis steamer arrived at
Bear Island in the beginniug of July.
Flsh eaught on the vyoyage and dried in
the Norweglan fashlon showed not a
trace of putridity ss long as the air
remalned dry and clear. Even the nat-
ural fishy smell disappeared. Walrus
meat caught on the Island and left ex-
posed on the rocks kept perfectly fresh
and sweet, It tasted, by the way, much
likg beefsteak.

Wounds on the bands, though ex-
posed to the contact of iron chilus and
bloody walrus flesh, did not becows in-
flamed In fair weather, but they did
not heal. They rewmained raw, open
wounds, The surface geadually dried,
but showed no tendency to form a sealb,
But It was very different In damp,
cloudy weather,

Then fish, though already almost
dry, soon became moldy and putres-
cent. The walrus mient also soon be-
came offensive,

Bhoes had to be kept well olled to
prevent molding, The slightest wounds
festered nt once, In some cuses the
paln was g0 Intense ns to make the
hardy sallors writhe In agony. But,
after lancing these wounds healed rap-
fidly, sometimes In one night,

In dry and germ-free air, therefore,
there was nelther Inflammation nor g
tendency to heal, while In molst, germ-
Inden alr intense Inflammation and pro-
fuse suppuration were gqulckly rol-
lowed by complete healing.

It would seem as if the system made
no effort to beal wounds except when
the presence of bacterla makes them
specially dangerous,

New Industry in Florida.,

The cultivation of the camphor tree
In Florida hus been so successful that
this sectlon promises to be a formida-
ble competitor with the far east. In
China, Japan and Formosa but a smal
portion now remaln owlng to the waste-
ful methods of obtalnlug the gum from
the trees, which In many cases were
cut down. entirely, In Florida, on the
otber hand, it has been found that cgy-
phor could be produced profitably from
the leaves and twigs, obtalning a pound
of the gum from seventy-seven pounds
of the cuttings, ‘Uhe tree requires po
fertilization and s extramely orog.
mental,

By Innuendg,
“Ohollle 1a all right, but I think pe
cablea have been cut.”
“Cables cot?"
“Yea, He has no lutelligence,”—1p.

dianapolls Journa’,

One of the Amerlean consuls In Ger- |
many bas forwarded to the State De- |

| RHYMES FOR THE WEEK,

When to Buneeme, Flay, Wor'k or I'ray
Gutlined in Old-TFime Verse
While It Is true that superstition in

| dylmg out, 1t I8 niso true that o many

A HUMAN LADDER.

winds thore lngers a litthe yestige of

falth In bygone teaditions, To find
proof of this one hns ohly to enter soma
of the lnrge stores and see upon tha
Joweley coutiter s display of rab
toet handsomely wounted, and appro:
pristely labeled ax fulilling all the con-
ditlons supposnd 1o he NECERSATY 10 e
sure good Juek to the wearer of the
eharm.

1o an old book, written In the Year
1689, are found some thymes upon the
days of the week which have autlived
many n plece of writing more worthy
of preservation. Umn rending some of
them one somehow recolves the Inpres
glon that every day of the woek Whs
elther a Sunduy or a hollday, and thit
the slmple folk had vothing to do but
to play and rest when not clignged n
prayer, an Impression not borue out
by the “stubborn facts™ of the hard:
working lives of the masses In “olden
times” That Sunday was sernpulously
obwerved 18 evident from the warnings
of the direful conseguences of eutting
the nalls or even sneexing on the Sab-
hath,

You know that Munday is Sundanye's
brother;

Tuesdny is such another;

Wednesday you must go to church and
pray;

Thursday Is halt-hollday;

On Friday it is toa Inte to hegin to lpl“:

On Saturday Is bhalt-hioliday again.

Cut your nalls on M onday, cut them for
news)

Cut them on Tuesday, n pair of new
slioes;

Cut them on Wednesday, cut them for
henlth;

Cut them on Thursdsy, eut them for
wonlth;

Cut them on Friday, you'll eut them for
wWoe )

Cut them on Ssturday, n journey you'll
"L H

Cut them on Sunday, you'll cut them for
evil,

For all the next week you'll be ruled by
the devil,

Born on Monday,
Falr of face;
Born on Tuesday,
Full of God's grace:
Born oo Wednesday,
Merry and glad!
Born on Thursday,
Sour and sad;
Bort on & Friday,
Godly glven;
Born on Saturduy,
Work for a lvings
Born on a Sunday,
Never shall want:
Bo there's the week,
And the end on't.

Bneeze on n Monday, you sneess for dane
gor;

Bneere on a Tuesduy,
stranger:

Bueeze on # Wednesday, you sneceze for
a lelter:

Boeeze on a Thursday, for something
better;

Boecze on o Friday, you'll sneeze for
sorrow;

Bneeze on a Baturday, your sweetheart
to-morrow ;

8neeze on a Sunduy, your wnfety seek,

The devil will have you for the whal
of the wiek,

New York Tribune,
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“Forgettin' "

The night when lnst [ saw my Ind
His eyes were bright and wer
He took my two hands in his own,

“"Tis well,” snys be, “we're met
Asthore machree! the like o' me
I bid ye now forget.*

| Ah, sure the same's a triflin’ thing,
"T'in more I'd do for him!
I mind the night I promised well,
Away on Ballandim—
An' evory little while or so

1 I thuy forgettin® Jim.

It shealdn’t take that long to de,
An' hlm not very tall:

"Tis quare the way 'l henr his volos,
A boy that's out o' ecall—

An' whiles | see him stand as plalg
As e'er u six-foot wall.

Och, never fear, my jowel!

I'd forget ye now this mintute,
It I only had a notion

O' the way T should begin it:

But first and last it lan't known
| The beap o' throuble in |t

| Myself began the night ye went
An' hasn't done It yit;
| T'm nearly fit to give It up,
AFm;iwbrrv'T the use to fret?—
| n' the morning's tairly spail
| Wid mindin’ to rurgit.p Lot
~London Bpectator.

“Mighty Rich."

! A writer o the Outlook describes a
ride he once took with ag old farmer
In & New England village, during
| which some of the men of the nelgh-
borhood came under critiolsm,

8peaking of & prominent man in the
villnge, I sald: “He iy a man of
megns

“Well, sir,” the farmer replied, “ha
hasn't got much Woney, but he's
mighty rich."

“He has a great deal of land, then?”
I usked,

“No, dlr, he haso't got much land
elther, but be Is wighty rleb.” .

The old farmer, with a pleased smile,
observed my puesled ook for | mo- |
ment, and then explafued |

“You see, he hasn't got much mao
and be husn't got much land, but ltlli1
hie ls rich, because g never went 1o bed
Owing any man a cent In all his life,
He lives us well as he wants to live
uand be puys us bhe goos; he doesn’t uw;
anything, and he Isn't afrald of any. |
body; be tells every man the truth, and
does his duty by Limeelf, his fumlly
and his nelghbors; his worg s ns good
#8 hin bond, and every IMAn, woman
and child lu the ewn looks up to him
and respects him, No, #lr, he hasn't
got wuch land, but he'y g mighty rich

hits' | {

wan, because he's 8ot all he wanta,”
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FROM ACTRESS TO NEWS GIRL

A Borrowiul Chunge In the Life of
Palma Schroders

From the footlights, where 4 few sen
sons sgo she was a favorite, Palmua
Sehroder has deseemlead to the ranks
of the New York newsgicls, Once A
queenly beaunty, she Is pow A eripple,
supportvd by erutches, Miss Behro-
der Is u Californin girl, who first up
peared on the stage In “The SBtreets of
New York" Later she took part in
other plnys and was on the high road
to success when, one mornlng, while
riding her wheel to get sotue medcine

for her mother, who was then lvlug
with ber ln New York, she was knock-
ed down by @ trolley ear, dragged the
length of a block and left malmed and
helpless. Her mother, niso nn luvalld,
proposed  sulelde, but the younger
womnn refused, Instend she got a bun.
dle of papers, went on erutehes to the
door of the Casino, where she hnd once
been a favorite, and took her statlon ns
n newsgirl, There she may now be
found, ulght after night, selling her
papers and eking out a scanty living for
herself and her mother.

Uhronlo Rheumatiam.
This name should, necording to all
medieal usage, represent & continun-
tlon of an ncute rheamatiam in a less

violent and painful form, apd such
cases are actually found under the
name chronle rheumatism, Yet this
name, as ordinarily employed, desig-
nites several affectlons, all of which
are characterized by palos In the joluts
or In the muscles, which have g ten-
dency to persist Indefinitely. There la
a4 form of chronle rhenmntism which
affects the patlent ke the acute dis-
£ase, except that the symptoms are less
mirked; thers may be no fever, the
pain and soreness ure less Iutenge, the
tendernesson pressure 1s comparatively
slight, and the swelling of the Joints
may be searcely notleenble. As In the
acute varlety, varlous Joluts are nffoct-
ed successively. 'The disense muy fingl-
Iy become concentrated and remaln
fixed In n single Jolnt. In thiy diseuse
there ls but little disturbance of the
general health, Insuffclent, Indeed, to
disturh the patient’s avocation, Yet
there nre lostances In which woves
ments of the affected part cause con-
Illdeulele prly, and patlents may be
even confined to the bed, After long
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The "lucky” advertiser alwap
pens to possess a lot of COnImoN g

Proftnble Advertising

For local business the local nrwes
pers mre by far the best advey
medluvme.—The Ad Writer,

Advertising Is valunble exuel §
proportion to the extent o ‘!lh‘iﬂ'
thing advertlsed Is found ta tet! o
the clalm made for 1t—Monteeal gl
Witness, ;

The foree and profit of adtm&ﬂ
couslsts In constantly keeplng
the people your locatlon whal yo
to sell, the prices at which yon wil el
aud In religlously kedping every
Ise.~8t, Louls Siar,

Newspaper advertising ls (he vy
best “hastler” any trio ean
kolng loto thousands of home
reaching people who are appro
In no other way. It Is an
able part of every modert bos
Baginaw (Mich) News I

The question s often nnked, Wil
newspaper advertising the most s
able? And it Is to be sald that mete
the ankwers have falled In giving 88
actunl reason, The fdrst redsod & oS
the pewspaper advertisemonts sl
pubjie mind when It s ln oo
tory and receptive comlition, Wt
person In his own time is resdisg
newspaper, he will naturally bk
with the pews of the outside
those facts which are of use ln
agement of his bome and the pum
of his supplies, The second Iy
seller puts his ndvertisement as
paper he at once enters Into opel
petition with sll others In the s
of business; his facts and priee
stated with the knowledge that§
will be noted by these competiles
well ag by the publie, while the #
tiser by clreular or slgn soeus I
endeavoring to do a quiel, RANGE )
petitive busibess.—Paterson (%
News.

Man and Beast. Y

Nothing can be so terrible to 88
mal as o human being, There &re &
when the brute seems to recognle
stinctively that man beleugs o8
order of crention, and In strickes ¥
a feellug nkin to awe In bis pre

1o o small African villnge, some .
ngo, there was o scare about w:“ o
ards which were sald to have EEE
number of goats Accordingly
white men, accompanled by sev
tives, set off to hunt them. I
they found a place In the loul
where it was evident that one .
brutes had recently lalo, for hie o “
wis still warm,

The patives formed n riog ronod N
and the hunters got thelr guns y =
After a little while the jeopard ﬂ
from the long grass apd wos
and wounded, but not fatally.
great bound, e sprang on (!mlu ‘ *
white men, and brought h:‘e : r
ground, Holding his vietim, : : :
and growled suvagely at the ot .

The natlves gave & wiid :;. o
and then, lke & shol 'w o b,
sprang away. He hnd not .- o5
ened by the guns, but the ¥ '. ?:
h"gll;e wounded hunter wu‘uﬂluf:
tong time, and tnally lm:l:: B bl
fungland, ns one of his &y

fnjured,
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Flowers bloom ln the Spod _
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